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ment, did as much damage as we could, and caught
up the column just as it was filing past Rimtha
village.    The villagers turned out in force, rifle in
hand, and stood watching us as we crawled by.
Through a gap in the hills on our left we caught a
glimpse of Deraa itself, only five miles away, where
were some fifteen hundred Turks.    Behind us were
the Germans, and ahead of us, at the broken bridge,
there might well be reinforcements from Amman.
I have never known camels march so slowly, or my
own heart beat so fast, as on that sixteen-mile ride
from Mezerib to Nasib.    I expected at any moment
to be swooped upon by the Deraa aeroplanes or
attacked by one of the four enemies who surrounded
us, for the Rimtha villagers seemed to me as hostile
as any Turk or German.    The column was trailing
along in what appeared to me to be no sort of mili-
tary formation.   There may have been an advance-
guard—my camel was much too tired for me to go
and find out—but there was certainly no rear-
guard, and so far as I could see there were no flank-
guards.    I have no doubt that Lawrence would
have told me that we were surrounded by a screen
of trusty Bedouin, but no Bedouin were trusty to
me, and Lawrence, with his racing stud, had pushed
ahead long ago.    However, it was no good worry-
ing, and we jolted along resignedly until, after eight
hours' ride, we reached the Hejaz railway again at
Nasib.    Here Nuri staged a full-dress attack upon
the station, which drew off the guard from the
big bridge that Lawrence had decided to blow up
as our final contribution to General Allenby's plan.
While he was laying his charges, the detachment
crawled across the line, leaving the guns to the last
to occupy the Turks in their station defences.   As

